He knocked at Leheudry's door. No reply. He knocked louder. Still no reply.
" Hallo, this looks bad ! I hope to goodness that idiot hasn't happened to read the paper and lost his head ! He's quite capable of not coming back here. How am I going to find him . . . before the others do ? "
He hesitated. He stepped out into the little court, cautiously. Suddenly he saw the old landlady. He had already met her once, but in the dark, and so fugitively that he thought she had not noticed him.
" Oh, are you looking for	? . . , He's just gone out;
yes, he's just gone out."
" Oh, it doesn't matter."
He asked himself whether he ought to question her,
" You're a friend of his, aren't you ? "
" * A friend of his ' ... I don't like the sound of that much," Quinette said to himself.
" I recognised you because of your beard."
Quinette, very much annoyed, tugged at that beard of his, as though he could make it disappear or change the shape of it by kneading it with his hand.
<e He hasn't been up very long. He's gone to get his coffee somewhere about here. Somewhere in the rue Rambuteau, I think."
<c You don't know just where ? "
"No.   No, I don't."
" How long has he been gone ? "
" Five or ten minutes. If you had been a little earlier, you would have caught him."
" I made a mistake," thought Quinette,, " in coming all that way through the bazaar. Once more, what matters to-day is speed - not .taking little precautions."
" But he's bound to come back," the old woman continued, " He told me that he would be back - perhaps so that I would tell you, in case. Come and wait in my room if you like. I could let you sit in his own room -1 have the key. . . ."
*' He's left his key with her ! What a fool the man is I I've got myself tied up with an absolute imbecile,"

